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, 1946 CHOICE OF SPORTING 
NEWS AS THE MINOR LEAGUES' 
"PLAYER OF THE YEAR" — NOW 
PLAYING WITH THE BOSTON SRAVES 



SIBBY TOPPED THE INDIAN- 
APOUS INDIANS-ANO THE AMERICAN 
ASSOCIATION-IK BATTING. HE HIT 
A ROBUST 343. . - LEO THE LEAGUE 
IN HITS AMD TRIPLES.. -WAS SECOND 
IAI DOUBLES AND TOTAL BASES 



TWICE DURING 194-6, 
SISTI HIT IN 16 STRAIGHT 
GAMES. ANOTHER. TIME 
HE RAN UP A 19 GAME 
HITTING STREAK 





"fl LIKE A BIG BOWLFUL OF MILK, FRUIT 
AND WHEATIES TO START MY BREAKFAST 
SAYS SIBBY SISTI. "WHEATIES ARE LIGHT // 
AND FLAVORFUL, YET THEY HAND YOU GOOD / / 

CHAMPIONS/ GET A PLACE ON MY BREAK 
FAST TABLE NEARLY EVERY MORNING 



WITH MILK AND FRUIT 
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COftDUCTSD BY 

CROUCHED K.CDMK Q O.C. 

, (OUEEH OLD COOT ) : 



DO YOU B 

HOLLER ~ 
BECAUSE OF 

A TIGHT 
COLLAR? 
THEN STOP 
THAT SHIRT 

HURT BY 
FOLLOWING 




A TIGHT COLLAR LIKE THIS IS 
BAD, BECAUSE IT WILL EVENTUALLY 
WRECK YOUR NECK BY PRODUCING 
BOTTUNECK NICK! „ / 



MHOW TO WEAR 
A TIGHT COLLAR 



ONE WAY TO AVOID THIS IS TO WEAR 
YOUR SHIRT WITH YOUR NOGGIN THRU CM 
SLEEVE. HOWEVER, THIS MAY BE CONFUSING, 
INSOMUCH THAT FRIENDS MAY SHAKE YOUR 
NOSE INSTEAD OF 
YOUR KSSO... %fl] 




THERE IS 
ONLY 
ONE 
OTHER 
WAY TO 
SET 
RELIEF 
FROM. THE 
GRIEF 
OF A 
TIGHT 
COLLAR.... 



- THAT IS TO STICK YOUR 
HEAD IN A DEEP FREEZE 
UNIT FOR ABOUT AN HOUR. 




THEN PUT ON YOUR SHIRT... 



AND YOU'LL FIND THAT 

BECAUSE THE COLD HAS 
CONTRACTED YOUR CONK, 
YOU'LL HANE PLENTY OF EASE 
FROM COLLAR „ s 
SQUEEZE.' -*.'~S?-JAH9 




KNOCK KNOWLEDGE INTO YOUR 
NOfiSIN.' READ CULTURE CORNER!! 
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Can YOU raise 400 pounds 7 feet 
in the air? A few champion strong 
men can , ... But the energy of one 
tiny "Eveready" flashlight cell, 
properly expended, could perform 
this back-breaking feat 3 times! 
Think of this. kind of energy when 
you buy flashlight cells . . . ask for 
"Eveready" batteries every time. 
Still 10* each. 



• You've got a "pipe line to the power- 
house" when your flashlight contains 
these great new "Eveready" cells. For they 
give you nearly double the energy that 
pre-war "Eveready" batteries gave you. 
No wonder these are the largest-selling 
flashlight batteries in the world! No 
wonder it can be said, "Get 'Eveready' 
brand flashlight batteries . . . and you get 
the best!" 



The registered trade-mark "Eveready" distinguishes products o 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC. 

30 East 42nd Street, New Yorlc 1 7, N. Y. 
Unii of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation 

QH3 
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* Nearly 
c/jry. Thai 
"Eveready" ... 
the "Light Inch 
teal devised by 



■ier the electric a* 
today's high -energy 
battery. as proved by 
Flashlight' - 
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W)OXT BIRD ran into Wicky's cellar car- 
rying a wooden carbine and wearing a 
stew pot on his head. 



"Come on, Wick," he cried, "leave us 
make like GI's. Leave us make like we're the 
foist army." 

*'Nah, that's old stuff," said Wicky, not 
looking up as he carefully mixed liquid and 
powder In a test tube. "Next war ain't going 
to have any GI's. Only rockets and stuff. 
What I'm working on now is for the next 
war. It's an Adam bomb." 

"You mean an atom bomb, don't you?", 
asked Boit. 

"No," said Wicky, "this isn't the same. 
Even more powerful. I call it an Adam bomb 
because if you get hit with one, nobody can ' 
tell you from Adam." 

Of course, Boit wanted to be in on the 
deal. After a minimum of haggling, Wicky , 
agreed to let him help, swore him to top 
secrecy. So the two boys worked on in the I 
cellar with Wicky's Junior Chemistry Set 
and the only third party in on their big 
secret project was O'Shawnessy, the shaggy 
dog who dozed at their feet. 

Just a few doors up the street from 
Wicky's house lived Mr. McGowan. As far 
as any of his neighbors knew, he was a quiet, 
respectable citizen. This was just a pose. 
Actually Mr. McGowan was a racketeer en- 
gaged in all sorts of shady operations that 
!iis neighbors knew nothing about. 

And, of course, he had underworld ene- 
mies. Two of them were now at the side 
porch of his house, gazing about furtively. 
They were dressed in overalls and one of 
them carried a small satchel. Anybody see- 
ing them might have taken them for a 



A" BOMB 




plumber and his helper. Which was what 
they wanted anyone to do. 

"Nobody's home," whispered one. "Come 
on, let's get it over with." 

"You sure nobody's home?" asked the 
other. "We don't want to bungle this." 

"Sure I'm sure," said the other. "Come on." 

Bushes hid their activity from the street 
as one of the men crawled under the side 
porch. The other opened the little bag and 
carefully handed a clock-sized object under 
the porch to the other. "Careful now," he 
hissed. 

Pretty soon there was a ticking noise com- 
ing from under the porch. Then the man 
crawled out from under there and both de- 
parted stealthily, carrying the empty bag 
along with them. 

Next door to McGowan's was a fairly 
large vacant lot and to this lot presently 
came Wicky and Boit. Wicky was carrying 
what looked like a home made firecracker, 
about four inches long, with a one-inch fuse. 

glTTING in the middle of the vacant lot 
happily making mud pies was a little 
girl. Her name was Clara Lu Marybelle, but 
the other children called her Snoopy. "Hey, 
Snoopy, beat it! Scram or you're liable to 
get hoited!" cried Boit, running toward her. 
"We're going to try out our Adam bomb 
right here." 

"Shhhhh!" said Wicky angrily. "We don't 
want everybody to know we've got an Adam 
bomb." 

"I'm sorry," said Boit, chasing the little 
girl, who stuck out her tongue at him as she 
ran. When he stopped chasing, she stopped 
too, lingering at the edge of the lot to watch. 
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Wicky struck a match, lit the fuse, and 
threw his Adam bomb toward the center of 
the lot. And faithful O'Shawnessy ran right 
out and picked it up and started bringing 
it back to Wicky. 

"No, no!" hollered the boy. "You fool — 
it*s a bomb — not a stick!" 

O'Shawnessy didn't quite understand, but 
he knew his master was angry so he ran for 
shelter, scurrying under the McGbwan side . 
porch. 

"Drop it!" cried Wicky. "Drop it and 
come here !" 

O'Shawnessy dropped the' bomb and 
crawled out from under the porch walking 
slowly toward his master. He was just a 
few feet away when there was a BAH- 
ROOOOOM! The blast sent splinters of 
wood and glass high into the air and sent 
O'Shawnessy running like a deer. 

For a moment, Wicky and Boit were too 
frightened to move at all. They just stood, 
white-faced and shaking, looking at the 
shattered, smoking porch. 

"Chee, we better beat it!" said Boit finally. 

But they both knew running was useless 
when they heard little Snoopy crying, "I 
saw you. You bad boys blowed up Mr. Mc- 
Gowan's porch, I'm gonna tell on you!" 

JUVENILE court was informal but very 
frightening, nevertheless. The judge 
seemed to think the boys were guilty of 
malicious mischief and ought to be sent to 
reform school. An attorney Wicky's father 
had hired said he didn't see how a little 
bomb made from a small chemical-set could 
do all that damage. He suggested re-enact- 
ment of the crime. 

The judge and various town officials and 
Wicky's father and the lawyer and Mr. Mc- 
Gowan and a number of curious spectators 
were on hand at the vacant lot when Wicky 
lighted another home made Adam bomb and 
threw it from him. Boit thoughtfully was 
holding onto O'Shawnessy's collar. 

Police were on hand to keep everybody 
back at a safe distance as the fire hissed 
along the short fuse toward the powder. 



Everybody was tense with excitement a* \ 
the fuse got shorter and shorter- Instinctive- 
ly all took a few steps backward. '"Any" 
minute now," somebody whispered tensely. - 
The fuse burned completely away. Electric 
silence gripped the crowd. The bomb burst. ' 

"Plip!" was the noise it made as it broke - 
in two and popped three inches off the 
ground. A 

"Aha, you see?" exclaimed the attorney, i 
"Could that have blown up a whole porch?" j 

"Doesn't prove a thing," said the stern ; 
old judge, "except that this kid was smart. * 
He made this bomb weak on purpose." 

Boit had let O'Shawnessy go. The boy 
was standing with both hands in his pockets, 
looking down at his shoes. Wicky was fight- 
ing to hold back tears. He knew he had 
made this bomb exactly the way he made 
the other, but there was no use telling the 
old judge that. It looked like reform school 
for him and Boit. 

T^/JEAN WHILE, O'Shawnessy was paw- 
ing under the porch wreckage. He'd 
probably buried a bone under there at one 
time or another. One of the reporters laugh- 
ed. "Look at that dog. Looks as if he's 
planting another bomb." 

Then O'Shawnessy backed out. carrying 
a blackened spring in his mouth. 

"Hey, that looks like a piece of a clock 
he's got," said the reporter. 

A detective ran to the dog, took the spring 
from him. "Clock, nothing!" he said. "This 
is part of the works from a time bomb. 
Looks as if somebody had a grudge against 
Mr. McGowan." 

The police dug and soon found other parts 
of the time bomb mechanism. With some 
smart detective work, they soon rounded up 
the two mobsters who had planted the time 
bomb and they also exposed Mr. McGowan's 
racketeering. Instead of being sent to reform 
school, Boit and Wicky each got a medal. 
Boit wears his all the time, but Wicky's 
hangs next to a dog tag — around O'Shaw- * 
nessy's neck. 

THE END 

Read next month's Whiz Comics for an- 
other hilarious adventure with Wicky and 
O'Shawnessy! 
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I THOUGHT YOU PROMISED ) WELL,\ oATI/IHi f 1 P1DN ' T HEAR ABOUT ANV "V TWO > 
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